If you really loved me 
Why could you not spare me living 
For this world is nonadaptive 
To a happy life without pain 
childhood jitters 
when locus focus withers 
Toward hyperfocused shimmers 
Of forgetting on when I entered 
Buffet my life today 
Talking half of each always 
ONly superficial taste 
Of what potential had escaped 
so much competes for time 
within this fractured mind 
to missplace those thoughts of mine 
to destroy a consistent line 
mines zig zagged furlong unkind 
prepackaged to observers eyes 
it is my imprint of live 
to be inept is where I hide 
